the fury of the wind. The roar was terrific all down the Sixth Line c
Vassily Island. Some of the elms lay across the road, and Frossia picke
her way carefully among tangled boughs. Round the Maly Prospec
corner she was nearly swept off her feet, and a half-wrenched door off
derelict house fell down with a crash just behind her. Along the Mai;
the old timbered buildings were groaning. Once within the balconie<
house Frossia found all the tenants huddled in the small kitchen
Twilight had come, but they would light no candles, and -thepKta wa
cold.

'I did try to set it going, but the smoke ate into my eyes,' complainec
Parfen Nikitich.

1 have an oil stove/ offered Olga Semenovna, scratching her hair
'just enough oil to boil something in one saucepan. But what gooc
would that be?'

'None at all,' grumbled the undertaker, and Frossia lost her temper

'This is not a churchyard, Parfen Nikitich. If you don't want hoi
food you need not join us.* She smiled at the midwife. 'Well, of course,
it will be a communal stew, and we must pool whatever we have got.3

'No dishing out,' decreed the midwife. 'We must eat out of the
saucepan.'

A candle was lit. The midwife brought the stove and the oil. The
textile worker offered a tiny bag of millet and a small raw fish. The
undertaker had onions and four dried mushrooms. Olga Semenovna
limited her bounty to two potatoes. 'I have given the oil, have I not?'
she said challengingly, and nobody disputed it.

Frossia produced some millet, three big onions, a cupful of rye
flour, a tiny piece of lard, and about six large potatoes.

They curtained the kitchen window with a couple of ragged
blankets, nursed the oil stove, and prepared their stew. In about an
hour all was ready. They were cold, their fingers looked blue in candle-
light, their stomachs were empty, but even the mournful textile-
worker brightened up at the sight of the steaming saucepan. They
produced their wooden spoons and ate unhurriedly, four people round
an upturned crate for their table in a cold candle-lit kitchen, with all the
timbers cracking and groaning around them.

The saucepan was emptied. The spoons were licked clean. The
stumpy candle burnt low.

'What about bed?' suggested Frossia. 'We must not waste candles.'

Olga Semenovna swore under her breath.
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